Turkey and head back into the storm. He wore?could only wear in that household of small females?his large clothes, but when it came to winter hats, he sometimes grabbed whatever was handy.
One year it was my sister Virginia's bright purple knit cap laced through with shiny silver thread. Somehow he stretched it over his head. It fit snugly, riding above his ears like a burglar's knit hat in an old movie that had been given a burst of Technicolor. On one of his refueling stops, as he sprawled in his favorite chair, my sisters and I spied the cap in his hands and collapsed in laughter. He looked at us, the joke lost on him. "It's Virginia's!" I shrieked.
He shrugged, pulled the cap back on, and struggled out of his chair and into his flannel shirt?one sleeve, then the other?fol lowed by the heavy coat and boots, marked with ice and ash. He walked out glittering into the night. 
